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	The Matchmaker And The Heartbreaker

**Tomoko: HeartCheshire does not own Ouran High School Host Club! She only owns me, and her other OC's! :3  
><strong>

* * *

><p><em>~Two weeks earlier~<em>

Tomoko Rabumoto, a fifteen year old girl, sighed as she placed her hand on the door to her classroom. Her step mother had made it abundantly clear to Tomoko that this was her last day at her school in America, and Tomoko _hated_ goodbyes with a passion. After the death of her father, Tomoko's step mother wished to move back to Japan for unknown reasons. It was a possibility that she had decided to have Tomoko start meeting up with her fiance.

That's right.

Fiance.

Tomoko was jealous of her friends in America, _they _didn't have to worry about arranged marriages. But, alas, Tomoko had already had her future planned out for her. However, this did not stop her from being the cheerful girl she is. Deciding she was ready, Tomoko swung open the door that lead her inside her first classroom. Suddenly, Tomoko came face first with a blonde head.

"Tomoko! Er, I mean... Koko!" The blonde said, swinging her head around. This girl was Tomoko's friend, Amy, who was the only one at school who was able to pronounce Tomoko's first and last name correctly. While in middle school, Tomoko had gotten tired of the mispronunciations, and had told everyone to call her Koko Moto. Her younger sisters, Kimiko and Takara, went by then names Kim and Kara Moto.

"Hello, my _pwecious_ friend Amy!" She cheerfully greeted, giggling. However, her laughter immediately died down when she saw her friend's panicked face. Amy placed her hands on Tomoko's shoulder.

"Tell me it isn't true!" Amy demanded, looking Tomoko in the eyes. Slightly frightened, Tomoko looked at her with equal seriousness.

"What?!"

"Are you, or are you not, moving back to Japan?" Amy asked, border-line screaming. Tomoko's classmates stared at the two girls, with shocked and confused expressions. Tomoko looked around, then gave a sad smile.

"Awww, don't worry, I'll keep in touch Barbie, so take care of your Ken while I'm gone!" Tomoko teased, picking with Amy's hot pink sweater. Tomoko's classmates gasped, and started bombarding her with questions. Amy tried to shush them, while Tomoko just started laughing hysterically.

"Try not to go crazy matchmaking, matchmaker!" A boy called out to her, causing Tomoko to wink at him. That's right, he said matchmaker. Tomoko had quite the obsession with love, and made it her, 'job', to find good love matches for everyone at her school. Her obsession with matchmaking doubled once she found out she was to be married to someone who wasn't for her, and then tripled when she found out her father married her step mother out of pure, unloving business.

"TRY NOT TO STAY SINGLE BITCHES, BITCHES!"Tomoko screamed, just as her homeroom teacher walked in. Tomoko, Amy, and their classmates started laughing hysterically at the entire ordeal. At lunch, Tomoko's friends had decided to throw a 'going away lunch' party for her. And Tomoko decided to spend some of it doing what she did best: Matchmaking.

And she did.

* * *

><p>"I. Hate. Her." Tomoko's 14 year old sister, Takara stated, referring to her mother. Tomoko smiled, but it was quite obviously a fake one.<p>

"Aw, it'a not so bad kiddies!" Tomoko said, poking her 10 year old sister, Kimiko. Kimiko giggled, and Takara rolled her eyes. Tomoko's step mother had gotten annoyed with the girls, and decided to take the Rabumoto private plane by herself. Giving the girls enough money for tickets, food, and other things, Yuko, Tomoko's step mother, had decided that Tomoko was perfectly capable of 'not failing' and watching the two younger girls.

"Yeah! C'mon, cheer up Kara-Chan!" Kimiko exclaimed, smiling.

Tomoko and Takara stared at the younger girl, than looked back at each other. Shrugging at Takara, Tomoko turned back at her youngest sister. How was she already getting used to being Japanese again? Hell, they were still in America! Even Takara was slightly jealous of Kimiko's comfort with the huge change.

"Uh, yeah! Chin up my little Japanese fighters!" Tomoko said, before breaking out in giggles. Takara rolled her eyes again, but this time she was smiling at her older sisters silliness.

"Whatever, let's just hope you can continue matchmaking at your new school." Takara said, linking arms with Tomoko. Kimiko grabbed Tomoko's free hand, and smiled up at her older sisters.

"Yeah, or you might go as crazy as momma Yuko!" Kimiko childishly said, causing Tomoko to practically choke on her own laughter. Takara joined in on the laughter, and a confused Kimiko joined in after her.

However, thoughts still lingered around in Tomoko's head. Will she be able to match-make at her new school? Tomoko couldn't even remember the name of it! Scoran? Ourchan? Orange? What if they won't let her match-make? Will they dislike how easily she finds love for others? Or will they accept her? Or maybe, just maybe...

She'll find love for herself?

_"Pffft. Naaaah." _Tomoko thought, giving a goofy, yet slightly bitter smile.

* * *

><p><em>~Two weeks later~<em>

Once again, Tomoko had found herself standing outside of a classroom. She absolutely hated her new school so far. For many reasons. A selective, but important few being that...

_**A**_. She got in purely for being a Rabumoto

_**B**_. The girls have so far acted like they had something shoved up their ass and let it die in there.

_**C**_. The uniforms

"Like, holy shit." Tomoko said, distastefully picking with the long dress. "I love the color yellow, but this is a bit much. I look like a fucking banana peel."

"Um, excuse me." A voice peeped out, causing Tomoko to whip her head around to look at the new voice. A girl with short, dark brown hair was standing behind her. Tomoko smiled at them, apologetically.

"Sorry... Oh, aren't you the girl who sits behind me in homeroom?" Tomoko asked, tilting her head to the side. The girl just stared at Tomoko, confused. Tomoko stared back, until she gasped.

"Sorry! Aren't you Haruhi Fujioka?" Tomoko said, now making sure to be speaking Japanese. Haruhi smiled, and nodded her head at the silly girl. Tomoko grinned, before frowning and grabbing Haruhi's hand.

"Um-"

"Can we be friends?" Tomoko asked seriously, looking Haruhi in the eyes. Haruhi, slightly taken back by Tomoko's question and serious expression, slowly nodded her head again at her. Tomoko's green eyes widened, before jumping up and down.

"WOO! YAY! I GOT A NEW FRIEND!" Tomoko cheered, twirling around. Haruhi fixed her glasses, and lightly smiled at the hyper girl. After Tomoko calmed down, she stared back at Haruhi.

"We should probably get inside the classroom." Tomoko said, straightening out her long, light chestnut colored hair. Haruhi nodded, opening up the door to class 1A. Tomoko walked in first, offering smiles and grins to her classmates. Haruhi just simply walked in and sat down. Tomoko joined her after her friendly greetings.

"You know, you kind of look like a boy..." Tomoko stated, looking her new friend up and down. Her eyes widened, and she shook her head frantically. "N-n-not like that! Well I mean, yes like that! But you know... No offense...?". Haruhi stared at Tomoko, then started chuckling.

And chuckling.

Before she straight up broke into giggles because of Tomoko's panic.

"It's okay, I don't really care. By the way, would you like to join me after school for some studying?" Haruhi asked, Tomoko perked up. Smiling, she nodded and gave her new friend a thumbs up.

"Although... I wouldn't recommend the libraries, none of them are quiet." Tomoko confessed, nervous that Haruhi would cancel. To her relief, Haruhi simply shrugged her shoulders.

"Oh well. I'm sure there's another quiet room at Ouran." Haruhi said, offering Tomoko a promising smile.

_~End Chapter_

* * *

><p><strong>HeartCheshire: So, um, hi. Sorry if this slightly sucked, Intro's are always the lamest things ever.<strong>

**Tomoko: AHHHH! :D I'M SO HAPPY TO BE BACK! THIS INTRO IS LOOKING MUCH BETTER IN MY OPINION! **

**HeartCheshire: Lololol, mine too. HOWEVER, please PM if I should have more dialogue, less dialogue... ect**

**Tomoko: Please Follow, Fave, and/or leave a review!**

_**This is a... remake of my story The Matchmaker and The Heartbreaker. I decided to redo it! This story includes an OC (Tomoko) that has PTSD. If you are uncomfortable with this subject, please don't read this. There are also hints of verbal abuse, and mature themes. So, once again, if you are uncomfortable reading about that kind of stuff... DON'T READ THIS FANFIC.**_

**R&R! :)**


End file.
